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A LITERARY CURIONITY,

i8 ome of the most remariable
=o have met with, 1t evinces sn in-
Arrangriment pe ft= own, Ex-

[The
of

Maks known the Gospel truths, our Pather king,
Yisld up thy grace, dear Futher, from above,
Hless ns with hearts whick foelingly can sing,
“Our life thou grt for-erer God of Love 1™
Assmags our grief in love for Christ we pray,
Eince the bright privcs of Heares and glory disd,
Toock all oar sins aod hallowed the display,
Tnfant he-ing, first 3 man, qud then was crucified,
Stupendous Gad! thy grace and poseer make known;
n Jovas' mame lot all the world rojoloe,
Now labor in thy beavenly kingdom own
That bisssed Liagdom for thy salots the cholos,
How vils 10 come 1o ihee i ali our cry,
Enemies of thy-seif snid sll that's tiine,
Graceless oar will we live for vanity,
Losthing thy being, epil in dosigu.
Ol God, thy will be done, from sarth o heaven ;

Obi ! s thyeelf dut teach us to forgive,
Unless ir's power tempiation doth destroy,

Sare 1s our fall isdo the deptha of woe,
Carnal in mind, we've not & glimpse of joy

Balsed sgainst Aorren ;10 we hope we can fiow.
O gice ue grace sod [end us in thy ways;

bhiine on we with thy love and give ws pesce,
Belf and rhds vin that rise againe ua slay.

Oh grant sach day OUT frespaa—ta MY Coasn,
Forgive our evil dreds that oft we do.

Bince for ue and onr frespasses 80 high,
Thy Sou pur Ssviour, bied on Oslvary,

MY LANDLADY'S STORY.
The Ledgings that Wouldn't ¥uit.

My lsndlady was a little, spare, neat,
elean-looking old woman, with the kind
of superficial sharpness of the eye that
bespeaks a person whose mind has al-
ways moved within the same small cir-
cle. When, or at what age, she began
the business of letiing furnisbed spart-
ments, or whether she was borm in it,
and grew up of nature and necessity a
landlsdy, I do not know ; but there she
was, as intimate with her house snd
everything that concerned it as an oys-
ter is with its shell, and as ignorant,
too, of the ontside world as is that ex-
elasive bivalve, Her conneotion with
that world was of = peeuliar kind. She
never visited it bat when driven by the
force of circumstances, and then it was
as & beleagnered garrison makes a sortie
agninst the enemy. Her natural foes
were the tradespeople, who dealt in
snything she wanted, and the result of
s conflict between them, if it involved
a ooin of the lowest denomination, col-
ored her the whole E

n'-nntlmq'n:zy, however, that
she was driven to this aggressive war-
fare, for my landlady was a great dealer
at the door and liv.d in a state of per-
petaal hostility with the venders of
“fresh white f-ish here!” early cab-
bage and similar of the tried luxaries.
Her house, or at least the parlor floor
which I inhabited, bore a conspicnous re
semblance to herself, being a little,
spare, neat, clean locking old floor.

make anything like s correct guest, but
for all practieal purroses it was as geod
as new. There was no polish on it, bat
neither waa there a particle of dast—
not a grain. Though kept copstantly
and seranpulonsly clesn, it had never
been rubbed in its whole life ; that, pos-
gibly, was the secret of its .
The carpet, though ss whole as the
reet, was not in other respecta so fortn
nate. Its color was so completely faded
that you eonld not tell, with any de-
gree of accuracy, what it had originally
been ; the pattern might have been the
matter of endless controversy; and it
exhibited a decided gangwsy from the
door to the fireplace. Its dimensions
might ba thought somewhat seanty, for
it did not cover the entire floor; but
then it must be considered that this
earpet was intended for the comfort of
the lodger's feet, not for those of the
the six cane-bottomed chairs ranged, at
wide intervals, along the walls, On
the mantle there stood a lion of spar,
sod flanking him on each side a vare of
stoneware msuking up in size what it
lacked in besaly, carrow, horrizontal
mirror, divided into three compartments

with a black frama,

These spariments, for which I paid
four dollars s week, were not particn-
lariy eheerful or delightful apartments,
They had, indeed, rather a cold, solitary,
lonesome look, anl sometimes in the
morning at breakfast time I wonld fain
have even prolonged the ministering of
the dirty maid of all work by asking
any questions that might come into my
bhesd—not for information at all, bat
jnst for the purpose of having some
oue to talk to. Bat Susan had, doubtless,
been ordered to hold no converse with

took her departure., At length I had
recourse to the landlady herself, and
found her so mnch more communies-
tive that I enddenly conceived the wild
ides of being able to select from her rem-
iniscences the masterials for a story
with which I had already resclved to
delight the public snd make the fortune
of such periodical as shounld be so for-
tunate as to secure the thrilling pro-
doetion—if I eould only think of a
plot. Bhe was not at all disinolined to
speak. Indeed, I believe she would
have no seraple in telling me the story
of each and every one of her numerous
lodgers, from the epoch when things
began to settle down after the Norman
oconquest; for it was to some such pe-
riod that I referred in my own mind the
first appearance in be: window of
“‘ Lodgings to Let.” But somehow her
lodgers had no history to relste, Her
favorite hero wis a geotleman, who,
every now and then brought her in news
from the politieal world to tue effeot that
there was & movement on foot to me-
morialize congress to impose a tax on
furnished lodgings. This was a very
exciting sabject, and one upon which
the litile, =pare, nest landiady always
worked in a great deal of

indeed, she did not hesitate to set the
whole national government at deflance,
enying, in answer to my ecaution, that
“sif she waas took np in such a canse she
would soon let them know they had got

£0D, the ear !"
WB:; dn%aﬂgyznﬂhﬁy had not a story,

why not tell it? There was in it a gen-
tlemsn—and & young lady-and a
mother—and & jonrney and a—legaey ;
all the requisite marterials, in short—

only not mixed. Tt wounld be some-
thing new at any mate, wouldn't it, to
give a love story without a word of
Jove, without so incident and withont a

denonncement? Soch was my lsad-
lady's story, and we will get it out of
her,

“The lady and her danghter? sasid
she, * Well, I don't know as there is
anything in partienlar to tell about
them, They were respectable people
and excellent lodgers ; their renl was aa
punctual in coming as the Baturday;
they stayed fourteen months, and they
went away."”

“You have not mentioned their
name ! ”

“Their name? Well surely I must
have known their name when I went
after the reference, but as they know
nobody, and were known fo nobody, I
oon for gotit. We called the mother
the Parlor and the daunghter the
Young Lady ; for you eee, at that time
there was not another young lady in
the honse. Their ocoonpation? As for
that, the mother marketed and the
danghtar sewed, sitting in her chair at
the window. BSometimes they walked,
sometimes they read, sometimes they
chatted. They did nothing esle as I
know of. They lived on their means
like other lodgeras, All lodgers that
stay fourteen months have means. Yon
be 8o green, mister, you make me langh
right ont !

*“I only wanted to know what was
their station, how they lived and—"

“Lived ? Oh, very 1espeotable | A
baked shonlder, we shall say, on the
Sunday, with potatoes under it; Mon-
day, oold ; Tneaday, hashed ; there may
be a pair of pigeons for the Wed-
nesday ; Thursdsy, a dish of sassen-
gers ; Friday, a little maockeril, or, per-
haps, codfish-balls, and on Baturday
just a litile nice lnnch of bread and
batter and tea made up the week.”
“*Very respeciable, I know whsat a
Iady is, mister "—here the landlady
fized her eye upon me severely—** and
them were ladies I
“I have no reason to doubt it at all,”
I replied, feeling her gaze still fixed
upon me ; ““the youny man, of sourse,
waa something like themselves 7 "

““He was nothing but & mystery over
the way, I don't know even as he were
& young man, He might just as well
have been a middle-aged man or an
elderly man. There he eat at the par-
lor window opposite, with a book in his
hand ; but it was easy to see it was our
window he was reading. where the
youung lady was sitting, as I have told
you, sewing in her chair; he mnst have
made powerfal slow work readin' that
book. Day sfter day, week after week,
month after month, there he was, loek-
ing and looking and looking, till the
picture I dare say gathered u his
eye, as he conld see liitle else in the
world.”

*The yonng lady, I hope, returned
the looks 7%

““Bhe, poor dear | Lor" love yon,sir,
she was so shortsighted that she
conldn’s tell whether it was a house or
hedge on the other side of the way.
She did so langh when I told her there
was a young man lookin' at her! Then
when she tnrned her poor blind eyes in
that direction promiscos like how he
jerked away his head, as if he had been
s stealin’ something ! It was a great
misfortane for him that T had pnt in
my oar, for all his long, lonely, quiet
looks was now at an end. The young
Iady could not refrain from tarcing her
hesd sometimes; and every time she
did so it gave him such a seare and =
spasm ! But when, at last, she got np
now and then, as il to look, full length,
nt somethitng in the street, he fairly
bolted from the window. He couldn’t
stand that, not by no manner of means ;
little knowing, poor soul, that ths eye
that had bewitched him did not ecarry
balf way soross the street.

*““That is excellent, excellent 1™ said
I, for we were now evidently coming
to the pith of the story, *‘but they no
donbt met at last? "

“Yon shall hear—you shall hear,”

replied my landlady ; *“* but I must first
tell you that one day when he had been
driven awsy out of fall sight by the
full length of the young lady, I went
out for aconple of chops for their din-
pers. Well, I was gone ever so long,
for I wss not to be done out of a penny
a pound soeasily ; butin coming home,
as the young lady was sitting sewing
awny, I thonght I wounld just pass by
the other side before walking over, and
so, mister, while going by the house, I
looked in at his window and there was a
might to see! He had retired to the
back part of the room where he was
sitting, his back to the wall, his two
elbows on a table before him, and his
chin resting on his knuckles ; and thus
bad he been staring, for two hours,
probably, right seross the street, un-
seen and alons, with that young lady
before him like a vision, as it were, of
his own calling up. As for the meeting
of the two—"

“Qtop, ma'am| Before yon come to
that describe the young man.”

**The young man, if he were a young
man, was a s'eady, grave, sedate, qniet
individual, who might have been all
ages from twenty-five to fifty. He wore
blaek clothes and a white cravat; his
hat was always smooth and glossy ; his
boots iooked as if they had been French
polished ; his hair was brown and
combed smooth, and he walked as if he
was moasuring the pasement with his
steps. Heleft the house at one hoor end
returned at another, neither a minnta
earlier or a minute later; and he in-
dulged his poor heart with the young
lady for the same space of time every
dsy.

“ And the haroine ?"

** The what, mister ?”

“ The young lady—I beg pardon.”

*Oh, she was & nice sort of a person
of two or three and twenty ; light-hesrt
ed, but guiet in her manner, with a good
complexion, pretty enough features,
taking them all together, and light blua
eyes with the hazy appearance of short
sight.”

**There, go on to the meeting.”

“I'm a-coming to it, It was one day
that the Parior and the yonng Iady were
ont; and the whitefish being fried
beantiful, T was standing at lhe window
wondering whatever conld have hap-
pened to keep them out so long, when
the clock struck one and I sees my
young man, as nsual, open his door,
come and glanece over to the young
lady's window with the taii of his eye,
walk away down the street so steadily
nnd strsight thet one or two stepped ont
of hisway,thinking ha war measuring the
pavement. Well, who shonld be soming,
rlght in his fruut, as if for the express

purpose of meeting him, but onr two
ladies ! I declare it put me in mind of
the sppointments in the papers, for the
sake of matrimony, with somebody os
has honorable intentions and means

“The young man went on for a while,
a8 if he meant to cut right throngh he-
tween the mother and danghter ; but
his conrege failed him at last and he
stopped at a window, and stared in ut
the bill, *“ Day-School for Young La-
dies,” as if he had never seen such a
thing before in all his born dsya uoptil
they had passed sometime, He then
set off again, and disappeared without
turning his head."”

“To Yesure it in,” said my landlady,
“and the only meeting they ever had,
for that very day the Parlor had o let-
ter from Fraoce or Scotland or some
other “place abroad, which made bher
give me s week's warning; and at the
end of that time they went off and I
never saw them more."”

* And is this your story, madam ?”
asked I, getting in a downright rage.

“71 told you from the first, mister,”
replied my spare landlady, flaring up,
“*that T had no story to tell, and if yon
don’t choose to hear the end of it you
can just let it alone, there I”

“Tt is the end, my dear madam, that
I am dying to hear, Yon have so inter-
ested me, and have so charming a way
with youn, that really—"

“Well, well. Tt was eight months
before [ heard anything from the Iadies,
and then I had a few lines from the
Parlor, telling me she had given up all
thought of returning to Amerien, as her
danghter was now well married and she
was going to live with her. I hardly
knew at first what the leiter was shout
or who it was from, for the young man
was gone, too ; he went soon after them,
into one of the western states; out on
the Pacific slope, I believe they eall it
—a0 I heard—and what with crosses of
my own, and the tax that congress was
going to lay upon furnished lodgings, I
had forgotten sll about them. By the
end of the year things were very dull
with me. The parlors were empty, and
the two pair back had gone off withont
paying his rent. The New Yesr's morn-
ing of that year T was sitting alone, for
the girl was ont, and thinking to myself
what was to be done, and what a differ-
ent New Year's this was a-going to be
from many that I could remember, and,
longing for a good, sociable, prompt-
paying lodger, when all of a sudden a
knock eame at the door that made my
heart leap into my month, Not that it
was a loud, long knock—elatter, elatter,
olatter ; nor a postman’s knock—ra-fatt ;
it was three kunocks; three moderate,
leisarely strokes of the knocker, with
precisely the same number of seconds
between them, and I could have sworn
the knocks were knocked by the young
man, for many a time and oft had I
heard them on the door on the other
side of the way.”

“T hope to gracions yon were right,"”
suid L

“ Never was wrong in my life,” said
my landlady, * when I felt anything.
Black cost, white oravat, smooth hat,
glossy boots (French polished), brown
hair, all were nnchanged. He looked
steadily at me for some seconds when I
opened the door, and I was just going
to ask him how he did, snd wish him a
happy New Yesr, or something that way,
when he just said *Lodginge ?" *Yes,
gir,” suid I, “please to step in;" and I
showed him into the parlor. He looked
st everything minutely, bnt without
moving from where he stood at the
door ; at the table, the chairs, the man-
tel-piace, the chimney-glass ; I am sure
he noticed that the tail of that lion was
broken (but the hussy as broke it
tramped for it, 1 can tell you |)—nothing
escaped him ; and at last he looked at
the window, and at the chair the young
lady used to eit in a8 she sewed ; and
then, turning qaictly aronnd, he walked

ounkt.

“What do yon think of them?” I
asked rather anxiously, ss I followed
him to the door,

** Wonldn't suit,” said he, and so be
went away. I was a little put out, yon
may be sure—"

““T'll take my corporal oath of that,”
remarked L

“But not 80 much as you think,
either, air,” said my landlady, “for I
conld not help feeling sorry for him.
But yet I own, when at the very same
hour the first day of the next ye—"

“ New Year's, next year |"

“QOn the wvery day, hour, minute,
second, the same knock, the same look
in my face, the same inspection of the
room, the same gaze at the yonng lady’s
chair, and the same answér : * Wouldn't
suit!” The next year"—

“ My dear madam ! how long is that
ago ?”

“Well- & matter of twenty years.”
T was glad it was po worse, for a mis-
giving had come over me, and my im-
agination was losing itself in the dis-
tanes of the past,

““The next year," continned my land-
lady, and the pext, and the next, and
the next, and the pext, was as liko as
could be. Hometimes the parlor was
lit ; but it was always jost the same ;
ke wonld see it, ‘ as it might do for an-
other time ;' and the lodgers being ont
he did see it, and atill it * wonldn't enit.’
At lnat one New Year's I happened t
be ont myself, not thinking it was the
young man's honr, and my! as the
thought struck me when eoming home,
it gave mo such & tarn! I felt as if T
badn't done right., But it was of no
consequence to him; he only stared
twice aa long when the door opened and
he saw u strunge face, Buat he went in
all the same, looked nt everything, na
usnal—* wonldn't snit!® At all these
vieits of inspection his stay was always
ol the same length of time to a minute,
and when he went away 1 fonud—for 1
did watch him onec—he went straight
to the railrond depot.

“ Well, sir, yon may think, as years
rolled on, that I saw some difference in
the young man’s appearance, But he
didn't grow a bit older. His bair
changed, bat his face was like granite
stone, His pace became slower; but
for that, he only eame the sooner, 80
that he might have the same time to
look and get hack to the depot for the
noxt train,

“Then ho seemed to tremble a littls
in hin walk, hat he had now s eane to
keep him sbiff and npright ; and he still
looked ar if hoe was a-measuring the
pavement, cnly taking more pains abont
it. Iecaunot think what it was that mude

mao care go much abent that old young
man, for 1 never in my life exchanged
more words with him than yon have
bheard. Bnt once when the clock was
fast, and he hadn't made his appearance
at the hour, I sat qnaking in my chair
and growing eo nervons I felt as if T
should fly, and when the knock came I
started np with a seream. But this
was after we had been well nigh a score
of years acenstomed to each other.
Barlier I was sometimes cross; that
was when we hardly had any lodgers,
and the parlor never wonld smit, Bunt
it was all one to him. He didn’t mind
me a pin—not even when, being in a
particnlarly good humor, I asked him
to stay and share my not very snmptu-
ons dinner. He just looks as usnal, as
if there was nobody in the world but
himself. I wassonettled thatIthought
of repeating the invitation and point-
ing to the young ladie's ochair; but it
was & bad thought, and I am glad now
that I kept it down. He grew maore
and more infirm until, at last, one New
Year’s he came nnd went in a carriage,
although he would not make nse of the
coachee’s arm either in getting in or
ont. T had s sore heart and dim eye
looking arter him.

“ The next year, yon may bo sure, I
was at my post as nsual ; but when he
came near the house, I was so figety
and nervous that I conld not sit down,
bat kept going from the parler window
to the door, and looking at the clock.

““The olock struck and there was no
knock. Poor old yonng man! In ten
minntes more there was the postman’s
knock, and I took the letter he gave me
into the parlor—slow and desolate like.
The girl was out ; we had hardly any
lodgers ; thizgs were very blue indeed:
our’ dinner was almost a failure; I was
sore cast down, But bnsiness is bus-
iness, and I opened the letter, which
was no doubt about the apartments, for
I never got any other kind ?

! This time it was from a country at-
torney, telling me of that death and a

THE RATE OF INTEREST.

A World of Financial Philosophy for
Money Lenders.

The nsual rate of interest in the west
is ten per oent., and it ia generally be-
lieved that this is the correct mensare
of the value of money. If the measure
of the value of a commodity is what it
will bring, this is trne ; but if ths troe
measnra of valne is what the article ean
be made to yield, it is not trne, Ex-
perienced eapitalists and business men
give it as their mature opinion that
there is no kind of property aa profit-
able ss money loaned at ten per cent.—
which is tantamonnt to eaying that the
sverage yield of industries, enterprises
and specnlations is less than ten per
cent. on the amount invested, or in
other words, that money is not really
worth ten per cent, There are eeveral
eonsiderations that strengthen this eon-
clusion. Money loaned at ten per cent.
will donble itself in reven and a half
years; ten thousand dollars will grow
inte twenty thonsand in that time, and
twenty thonsand will grow into forty
thonsand, That the average investments
in business ventures and indnstries will
not do this is too well known to peed a
demonstration. While a hundred men
who loan money at ten per cent. com-
ponnded, will, with prndent manage-
ment, dounble their fortnnes in seven
and a half years, one hundred men who
borrow moncy at that rate will fall, in
spite of all the prndence and foresight
they may exercise, to double theirs. Bo
far from it, fifty of them, if not more,
will break. There is nothing more
olearly established by the experience of
business than the fact that a mun who
conducts his enterprises on borrowed
capital—whose only resonrces, or chief
resouroes, are the prodoocts of bills
drawn on his shipments will, in fonr
cases ont of fiva, come to bankrnptey,
and a farmer who mortgages his farm
for balf its value to eecnre movey at ten
per eent. in hope that ite net yield will
pay the interest and prineipal, will, in
fonr ont of five, be eold ounk

olanse in the will leaving two th d
dollars to me, for my tronble in show-
ing the lodgirgs that wonldn’t suit. 1
tell you I was took all of a heap. The
whole twenty years seemed to be upon
my brain. The young man—the young
lady—the meeting he conldnt stand—
the long loving looks noross the street
—the visits to the parlor where she had
lived, and sat, and never saw him—the
grave faco—the sinking limbs—the
whitening hair—the empty lcdgings—
the money. I wasalonein the house;
felt alome in the world ; and straight-
way I throws the letter down on the ta-
ble, and plamps me down in a chair,
and hurst out a-crying and s-sobbing.”
Here my landindy stopped, sud here
ends a tale that wants nothing but in-
cident, plot, eharacter, coloring, a be-
ginning, & middle and an end, to be
rather more than of the common run.
The reader may write the history of the
young msan in volumes, may complicate
the incidenta to his heart’s content, and
marry them all if so desired, but he
cannot now find my landlady in the
‘lodgings t Lat wonldn't enit,”

The Styles,
Luey Hooper, writing of Paris fash-
ions, says that they are taking a new
and attrastive departure. Trimmings
have bad their day, and flounces, pleat-
ings, pufls and loopings are wirtnally
defunet issues. Long, plain trains, re-
quiring no end of material, and rich,
heavy stuffs are the grande mode. In
trimminge jet is out of vogne entirely.
For bands are worn extremely wide,
and feather bands are very much the
fushion, Thegreat novelty is a band of
bird’s down in different eolors, in whioh,
at equal distances, a small hollow is
formed to simulate a mnest, in each of
which the head of a bird is ploced.
The aim of dress now is to show off the
figure as much as possible, The close-
fitting cuairass oorsage and apron tunic
have been snpplemented by the cuirass
and the tablier in one, a sort of sleeve-
less polonaise composed of steel or jet
beads, fastened nup the back and fitting
close and smooth to the wearer’'s figure,
A womsn with a beantifal figure, at-
tired in these later styles, is delightful
to look upon. Evening dresses are
worn with corsages cnt extremely long
in front and excessively low. Bonnets
are growing larger and larger, and are
trimmed with ostrich-feather trimming,
or elee with two ostrich feathers crossed
over each other, a silk scarf around the
crown, and behind a large bow falling
on the catogan braid,

A Gigantic Water-Lily,

While the celebrated traveler, M.
Marcoy, was exploring the tributaries
of the Amazon, he fonnd in the Nuona
lake, near the mouth of the Ucagali
river, a gigantio species of the Nym-
ph=a, which be concluded to belong to
the same genus na the Nymphma Victo-
ria, The surface of the lake was, in
places, cuvered with theimmense leaves
and magnificent flowers of this bunge
water-lily, The leaves, of a brownish
green tint, lay like broad carpets on the
water, a multitude of plovers, ibises,
spooubills, Bregilian ostriches, and
other tropieal birds, were ranning over
them without a1 y danger of being sub-
merged. The outer petals of the flow-
ers were of a milky whiteness, and the
inner ones of a dull red with wviolet
spots. The weight of a singlo leal
which the discoverer secnred was fonr-
teen and a half pounds, and its eircum-
ference was twenty-fonr feet nine inches.
The flower, which measnred four fect
two inches in ecirenmfrence, weighed
hres and a half ponnds. TIts outer
pefals were nine inches in length. A
bud weighod two and a quarter pounds,
The stout stems of the flower and bnd
were covered with hairs three or fonr
inches in length. The leaf sinlks were
a8 large as n ship's eable, nnd resisted
the combined efforts « f several men to
detach them from their anchorage at
the bottom of the water, They bad to
be severed with n wondman's axe, The
veins of the leaf, which was perfeetly
smoolh on its npper surface, were an
inch in diameter and bristling with
prickles. This giant plant abounds in
various wuters in the region of the
Amazons —ila interlacing stemn often
forming an effeotunl barrier to the pro-
preps of o canos,

Hevonn takivg hborties with & sl range
dog obaerve his tail and wait for Lthe
wag on,

Thesa plain ard well known facts ap-
pear to prove that the average annnal
prodnct of money invested in oom-
merce, speenlation, industry and agri-
enlture is not ten per cent., and that,
while it may bring that priee, it is
really not worth it, If all classes of
borrowers in the west eonld ba brought
to appreciate this important faot, it
would be worth millions to this region.
There is a world of finaneial philosophy
in it. Nothing is more absurd, and, in
the long run, more disastrous than the
delusion that & man ecan get rieh by
borrowing money to speenlate on ; it is
the secret of four-fifths of the cases of
bankruptey that oceur in business and
of the sherifl"s sales that take plsce in
the co 'ntry.—5t. Louis Republican.

The Style at Washington Weddings.

The English fashion has become uni-
veraal in Washington in oconduockis
weddings. Groomsmen are done awsy
with, and ushers take their placea. As
these laat are essential to the number of
eight, the supply of suitable and avail-
able yonng men would be exhausted if
eight more were necessary ms grooms-
men, Besidea the effeot aronnd the
chanoe! is flner, if the girls’ pretty
dresses are not marred by the inter-
mingling of black coats. Gentlemen
ought to rejoice that they do not have
to gothrongh the trying ordeal of kneel-
ing around a chancel in full view of
hundreds of eager, eurions eyes behind
them ; girls who attend a wedding just
for the sale of the reenio effeor. The
floating drapery of the bridesmaids sp-
pears to even greater advantage when
the fair wearers kneel in graceful pos-
tures, but the men look ridienlona with
their coat-tails tonohing the steps, snd
the soles of their boots tnrned npwards.
At u glance the observers can easily tell
if those boois are old or new, and the
number worn. 8o groomsmen are things
of the past, and the best man has only
to stand by the groom until he receives
the bride. The ushers, after seating
the gueste, walk np the aisles of which
they have charge, after the bridal party
enter, and {ake side seats,— Washington
Letter,

Reproduction of Old Thoughts.

Nothing is more strange than the in-
cessant reprodnction of old thoughts
under the gnise of new and advaneced
opinions, It wounld seem as if the hu-
man mind, with all its restless activity,
were destined to revolve in an endless
oirole, Its progress is marked by many
changes and diseoveries ; itsees and un-
derstands far more olearly the facts that
lie along the line of its route, and the
modes or laws under whioh these facta
ocenr ; but this ronte in its higher levels
always retums nponitself. Nature and
¢1l its seorets become better known,
and the powers of nsture are bronght
more nnder human oontrol ; but the
sourees of nature and life, and thought—
all the ultimate problems of being—
never become more closely intelligible,
Not only so, but the last efforta of hu-
man reasoning on these subjects are
even as the first. Differing in form,
and even sometimes not greatly in form,
they are io substance the same, Bold
a8 the course of scientifio adventure bas
seemed for a time, it ends very muoch a
it began; and men of the nineteenth
century look over the same abyases of
speculation ss did their forelathers
thousands of years before. No philoso-
phy of theism can be said to have ad-
vanced beyond the Book of Job ; and
Prof. Tyndall, addressing the world
from tho throne of modern soience—
which the chair of the British associa-
tion onght to be—repeata the thoughts
of Democritug and Epionrns, as the
last guesses of the modern scientifio
men, —Hlackwood

The :_-uug of 'Sixp;uea.

Mr. Tyler, in his ** Primitive Cul-
tare,”” thus applies to this work the Inw
of the interpretation of myths :—** Ob-
vipusly, the four and twenty blackbirds
are four and twenty honrs, and the pie
that holds them is tlie nnderlying earth,
ocovered with the over-arching sky : how
true & toneh of natore it is, when the
dny breaka—the birds begin to sing!
The king is the sun, and his eounting
ant his money is pouring oot the son-
shine, the golden shower of Danm, Tho
queen is the moon, and her frapsparent
honey the moonlight. The maid is the
roay fignre deawn, wha rises boforo the
gum;, hor mwaeter, nnd hangs ont the
clonds, his  elothes, nerons  the sky,
The partionlnr blackbird who so tragi.
oully ends the tale by snipping off her
noea is the honr of sunshine,”

TOM PAGET'S WIFE.

The enn hud just gone down below
the level, glittering breast of the great
ocean, The short drive at Long Branch
was all alive with glittering carriages,
dainty pony pbmions, and equestrians
of both sexes—and from her seat on the
porch of the pretty little gothio cottage
that faced the sea, Mrs, Pierre Paget
watched the gay throng of fashion with
a calmly contemplative eye.

Bhe was a pretty widow, with hair
just beginning to show silver gleams
beneath its covering of Nile-green rib-
bon and Machlin lace—a white-handed,
soft - voiced widow, who wore softly
rustling silks and great solitaire dia-
monds in her ears, like drops of glitter-
ing water, and always spoke in Iangnid.
gently modnlated nocents, as il it were
too mueh trouble to raise her voica.
Just opposite her lonnged a brilliant,
dark-eyed girl, with shining jet tresses
twisted and wonnd about her head, and
pierced here and there with the blade
of a pearl-hilter dagger. Her dress
was of pure white muslin, with a scarlet
silk searf, looped with eareless grace
over ita billowy breadths.

Diana Hall was a sonthern belle—and
she had come to spend n few weeks at
the summer cottage of her friend Mrs.
Paget—partly on the score of friend-
ship, partly to get her roses and vitality
for the next Savannah season.

“Bo Tom is married ?" said Miss
Diana, listlessly interested in a great
ocean steamer, whose black trail of
smoke could just be seen against the
dazzling horizon.

“Yean,"” said Mrs, Paget, with & scarce-
Iy perceptible clond on her serene face,
“ His wife is hers.”

““Here with yon ?”

‘““Yes, Bhe went for a long drive this
morning, and she ought to have been
back long ago. I expeect her every min-
ate,”

** What sort of a girl is she?” Miss
Hall asked, not that she partionlmly
cared, but it was de regle to show some
sort of interest in the newly-wedded
bride of her hoatess's son,

**Do yon want me to tell you the
truth, Dians "

* Of course, I do.” -

“ Well, she's Tom's wife, but rhe’s a
tall, awkward, raw-boned cveature, en-
tirely without the element of style,
ignorant of the commonest sccomplish-
ments, with sbaolutely nothing to ree-
ommend her but a eontralto voice and a
pair of flne eyea.”

“Dear me |" said Miss Diansa, arch-
ing her black eyebrows. “' What counld
have possessed Tom to marry her?”

“J don't know,” said Mrs. Paget, in
aocents of despair. *““And he don't
know either, T asked him the question
point blank, the other day. ‘I sup-
pise I was under a spell,” eaid he.
f The faot ie, mother, T am little disap-
pointed in Emily. But 'm married,
and the eeremony can't very well be
annulled,””

“Just like Tom,” esid the pretty
brunstte. *Tom wss always buying
new toys, and getting tired of them
even when we were children together.”
“ Just like Tom,"™ echoed Mre, Paget,
bitterly. **Bat, unfortunately, this
toy can’t be thrown away.”

“But you say Tom has gone to
Enmpe."

**Yes ; he can get rid of her, but I
can't,” said Mrs. Paget. *““As my
dsughter-in-law, I am bound to give
her the shelter of my home and—bat
what was that rustling sound?™

Misas Diana turned her head. “Only
the muslin drapery inside—the bloe
ribbon fastening has given away.”

But Miss Diana Hall was mistaken,
It was the rustling of & woman’s dress,
as Mrs, Thomas Paget, who had heard
the eutire dislogue, hurried from the
room, her hands tightly olasped over
her eyes, her teeth mmoonscionsly set
together.

For Emily Paget was only sixteen,
and these revelations eame like a thun-
derclap. Many & time in the brief
weeks of her wedded life hnd she bad
her deubts and fears, but never any-
thing to compare with this, Tom was
agshamed of her! Tom was tired of
her? And Emily, who with all her
drawbacks, had a true woman's heart,
threw herself on the low, chintz-draped
sofain her room, and burst into a tor-
rent of passionate tears and soba.

And yet it wus all trne enongh. Bhe
aoknewledged to herself that it was all
trne, Bhe had been an uneduneated
ocountry-girl when Tom Paget, shooting
down at the New Jersey marshes, had
chanced to come across her uncle's
farm, and asked temporary lodgings
there, He bad loved her—se he eaid
at Jeast—and married her. And for o
brief while she had dwelt in Arcadia,
But now—now |

She could not die—would to God
that she might! She conld vot vanish
into the ground and become as naught.
Bat of one thing she was quite certain:
she would never be a blemish in the
eyes of Tom Paget again.

And the w. rst of it all was that she
loved him still.

No one but God ever knew what the
poor girl enffered as the purple twilight
faded into dusk, and the stara shone out
above the white foamed tumult of the
gen, But her mind was made up at last,
“ Mrs, Paget,” she said, next morn-
ing st the breakfast-table—she counld
utter the sweet word ‘*mother” no
more—** will yon grant me a favor?
Will yon iet me go hcme for awhile 7'
Mrs, Paget hesitated and played with
her crested chocolate spoon.

“] do pot think Tom would ap-
prove—"

“Tom ia not here, And I cannot
sty here 1" the girl interrupted,

“ Homesick, oh ?" said Mra, Paget,
with a little soft laugh that sounded
like a purr,

““Well, if you are determined upon
it—"

**T am determined !

“You will be sure to write frequent-
I ?ll
Y“ As frequently, no donbt, s you will
care to hear from me," said Emily, not
without an soccent of bitterness in her
voiee,

“It's just ns woell,” said Mre, Paget,
allerwards to Diana Hall, ** We can
have Sylvia Dare here now for the mas-
querade hop at the Continental. And I
wan bored to death with thiat half-civil-
izedd girl 1"

“ I don's wonder,” paid Miss Hall,
with a ourl of the upper lip, **She

youog man.
stand in the wsy of my admiring a
pretty girl when I sea her.”

retnrned, impatiently.
now on the sands walking with Miss
Ponsonby and Kate Olifford.
the ontline of her superb fignre in the
moonlight.”

thrilled electricity
Surely, surely he had heard that deep,
rich voice somewhere before,

taling, uncertsin eort of way.
stopped him with a motion of the band.

Bat Emily Paget did not go home.
Her uncle and annt, hard-working folk,
imagined that she had married into a
sphere whioh was all rose-leaves and
sunshine, and she had not the heart to
dispel their fond delusion,

“T1l go to some boarding-school,”
sho said to herself. *‘I'll atudy bard
—not only books and the keyboard of
the piano, but maoner and style. I'll
make & study of the mnet lady-like girl
in school. I'1l accomplish myself so
that no hanty minion of fashion shall
look down upon me again as that Diana
Hall did! Tom has given me lots of
money; he was always generous enough,
a8 far as momey went, snd I shall be
able to manage things as I choose !"

An occasional letter posted from the
country depot nearest to the Jersey
farm, kept Mrs. Paget advised that her
daughter-in-law was alive and well, and
for more than that, the fashionable wid-
ow cared little, She wrote back per-
fomed billets which Emily did not take
the trouble to open.

“I'm so glad she's contented to stay
away,” said Mra, Paget. *“‘It's snch an
immeasurable relief to me !"

Thomas Paget stayed in Earope fonr

years. When he returned, he was older
—perhaps wiser—than on the outward-
bound e.
 Well, mother,” said he, * where's
Emily #
“In Jearsey, I suppose. She has
spent—ahem—a great deal of her time
there sinee you went away, and as we
did’nt expeot yon back #0 soon—"'

“*All right,” said Tom, with a ya~n.
I suppose I must go there and get her,
one of these days. By the way, mother,
who is that magnificent girl staying at
the Ban Pietro, with the Ponsonbys?
T csnght a glimpse at her as she came
by this afternoon.”

“That Miss Wilde? Yes, I have
heard of her, but I've only been here a
week yet. The season is early for Long
&.nd.ll

¢ She is aroynl beauty 1"

* 89 they tell me, and ber manners &
model, She sings too like a night-
ingale. Mrs, Vane is going to sak her to
assist in her ametenr morning concerts,

and T'm told she is the best walizer at

the Branch.”
T must be introduced to her,” said

Tom, eagerly.

« Kate Olifford knows them.”
“ Then,"” observed Tom, ** I'l] do the

the ngreeable to Kate Clifford, if she is
a little in the old maid lme. For I
must know that beanty with the bewil-
dering eyes and the hair-like burnished
gold.lo

“Fie, Tom! What wonld Emily

u!?"

Tom Paget twitched at his long mus-

tache,

“ Mother,” said he, ““I married too

early to know my own mind. Iwas a
fool.

* Most men are at one or another

period of their lives,” paid Mrs, Paget,
csustically.
Tom, and you haye only to make the
best of it.”

* Bat you're married now,

+ I know that,” gloomily retorted the
“Bat all this needn't

“ It's dangerons, Tom,"”
] don’t care a eopper if it in " he
“There she ia

I ean sea

And he sprang scross the threshold of

the low French window and bhurried
down to the esplanade. He gained the
point; he got an introduction to the
reigning beauty, as yet, of the season.

“Yon tremble, Miss Wilde,” he ssaid,

as she sovepted his proffered arm, leav-
ing the other two to walk behind. *“You
are cold. Allow me to get yon ashawl"

“ Thanks—no ; I am not cold.”
Somethiog in the tones of her voioe
through him.

¢ Miss Wilde—" he began in a heai-
Bhe

 Let me correct you Mr. Paget. I

am not Miss Wilde. My name iz Mrs,

"

Paget,
Tom dropped bher arm, staring and

amazed,

** Mra,.—Paget !
“Tom, have yom forgotten Emily ?
Oh, Tom, I meant to keep up the mask

a while longer, but I ean’t—I can't. 1
am your own Emily."”

So they met again, the husband sad
wife, after five years of eeparation ; and
Emily's innocent little strategy was
superbly successful. Tom fell in love
with her, as it were, a second time.
Ani Mrs, Paget is immensely proud of
** My danghter-in-law."”

And with reason. For Emily is the
most beantiful and fashionable woman
at Long Branch,

“Oaly a proof,” she says, ‘“‘of what
a woman's will can do.”

Pontal Statlstics.

The senate sub-committee on post-
offices and postroads have been at
work on the subjeet of postal deficien-
cies, and the following figures are given:

The states whioh report an exoess of
receipts over the expenditures are;
New Hampshire, 841,439.59 ; Massa-
chusetta, £616,778.74; Rhodo Island,
$11,860.79 ; Connectiout, R189,811.33 :
New York, §1,121,468.08 ; New Jersey,
$47,573,056 ; Pennaylvania, 2431 650,62 ;
all the rest of the states show that their
expenditur-s are in excess of their re-
oeipts. Texas and California show the
largest deficiencies, they being as fol-
lows : Texas, §5,24,854.01 ; Californis,
$504,178.76. Next coms, on the losing
pide, Missouri, Utah, New Mexioo, Tlli-
nois, Nebraska, Ohio, Kansas and Min-
newote, all of which run over £250,000,
and most of them £300,000. The dis-
triot shows & deficiency of 873 300.62.
The total deficiency is $7,500,845.60 ;
total in excess, 82 560,5657.90. From
this exhibit it will be seen that in the
New England states, where there in a
dense population, postal rervice more
than paya for itself; whereas, in other
states, most of which are sparely set-
tled, the post office department is
minus,

o

Charge of a Detroit Judge,

A NEW YEAR'S CALLER.

John Robinson made New Year's
calls. He called on a saloon-keeper, he
called for liqnor, ealled the liquor good,
and drank enough to trip him up. Then
he called for police, and when the police
came he ealled them liars and such.

“Y was having a little fun,” he ex-
pleined, winking at his honor.

“ John Robinson, are you awars that
this is & very solemn world,” said the
ocourt, *“a world which has ten heart-
achesa to one emile? Don't yon know
that the grim shadow of griel rests
upon every doorstep, and that the tomb-
stones in the cemeteries almost ontonm-
ber the trees ia the forest? There's
wailing in every household, John Bob-
inson—there's grief in every heart,
And yet you claim that you were only
having a little fun ?"

“ That's all, your honor—it was a
boliday.”

“It was sad fun, John Robinson.
While nll the rest of ns were swearing
off and making double-back-action re-
solves while you were lying at the, cor-
ner of an alley dead drunk. It is five
dollars or sixty days, sir, and if this
case was before a Chicago police judge
he'd make it five hundred dollars or a
lifo sentence.”

BOME FIGURING.

“It’s the last time!” exclnimed An-
thony Hock as he was brought ouk.
“You've decided to qunit, eh?"

* Yes, your honor—yesterday was my
last druuk, I've been counting up the
cost, and I've made np my mind to live
fober and save money after this.”
“‘Anthony Hock, yon talk like a map,
It does me good to hear a man speak np
that way in this day and age. It's like
finding a ten-dollar bill while one is
pawing over |he clothes-basket to dis-
ocover whera the hired girl flung his
Bunday boots, Stand right np to your
resolation, sir. I've been figuring a
little, and T find thaé if s man will atop
drinkiog liquor, tea snd coffee, go bare-
footed, steal his wood, get trmsted for
his provisions, cheat the landlord out of
his rent, stand up in chureh to save
pew-rent and live enonomieally in other
respects, he can save at lewst 8500 per
year. Now then, $500 per year for 400
years is £200,000, Just think of that!
Without any effort to speak of you ean
in time be worth $200,000. You may
go home, sir!"

PIRST JOKE,
Elizabeth McNamara, s woman fifty
years old, got off the first joke of the
season when she walked ont and an-
nounced that it was her first appearance
here. Bijah laughed until his speo-
taclea foll off, the clerk grinned like a
copper mine, and his honor stopped
paring his apple, stack his knife into
the deek, and replied :

FIRST JOKE.
“Elizabeth MoNamara, the sight of
that “ere front door i8 not more familiar
to me than the fact that yon have been
here somewhere in tho region of forty
times. What'a the oharge, this time ?"
¢ “Taken a drap—a bit of a little
amall drap.”
“*“*I've let you off, sent you up, ex-
posimlated, pleaded and threatened,
and yet yon come back here,” he said,
“T was thinking the other day that if I
ever peered over the desk at yoar
freckled nose again, sud the charge
waa drunkenness, I'd ksve you sawed
in two with a cross-out saw and the
pieces split up for kindling-wood ! "
* Pon't do it, sir—send me np again.”
# 7 shall make it three months.*
“J don’t care—only don't eaw me in
twice! ™ she gasped.
“ Well,” be said, after pondering
over the case, “ we've been to £10 ex
pense to get the saw, and Bijah has
anticipated great fun, but I'll see what
three months will do. Go back and sit
down on the stove-hearth until the Black
Maria goes up.”

COULDN'T STAND IT.

* This is Daniel Caaoy,”said Bijah as
he handed out the last man, **and I can
tell yon why he was drunk.”
“ Well,”
“(Casey wasn't sober|” continned
the old janitor,
Hia honor regarded him for s long
time without speaking, but finally said:
** The prisoner can go, and, Bijab, if
you ever sit down om this court with
another pun like that, and are acei-
deutly shot next day, your friends
musn’t ask me for money to help buy a
monument.”

Raising Tohacco in the South.

In many portior s of the SBontk, before
the war, very much of the tobacco nsed

among the farmers was grown upon
their farms and plantations, In Missis-
sippi, Florida, Georgia, Alabama, the
Carolinas and Lonisiana, there was
econsiderable tobueso grown but a faw
years ago. Now there is but little at

tention paid to growing this important
orop. The cons.mer confines himsell
to & batter or finer onltivated and mann-
factured article. The old “home twist”
is hardly to be seen, where a few years
ago little other was to be had. The
poorer classer, with colored popalation,
sinee the settlement among them of the
northern e'ement, have riceived very
luzurious motions in their drinkiog,
smoking, avd chewing habits, The finest
whisky or brandy is songht afcer, while
the old ** white wheat" and ** peach and
molasses” are fast going ont of use.
Fine smoking brands of tobacoo are now
in use, as well 28 the most popular plug
and fine cuts. Those who sbould be
the producers are consumers of the very
artiole they could grow more ocheaply
than others. How mnoh like nonsense
it looks for Conneotiont, Towa, Missonri,
Ohio, Indiana, Kentncky, and Tennes-
see to raise tobaeco for the south and a
large export trade !

The idea that cotton had censed to be
king in the south was a most absurd and
premature one. That more corn is
grown, we do not deny, but not to the
considerable extent we have been led to
believe by the reports of those who de-
sired to make it a corn-producing coun-
try.

‘Experimonts have been made in more
than thirty connties in Texas, the past
season, in growing tobacoo of the vari-
ous varieties, to test their adaptability
to that soil and olimate. The greater
part of these Lests have been made in
northern and ceuntral conntive of the
state, where the Missouri and Ohio
population has settled. With a pro-
traoted dronth and an early froat, still

A somEwWRAT simpl was
whether her husband feared God, and
roplied : **1 gnesn he does, for he never
govs oub on Bundays withont his gun
with him,

seems a perfect Goth 1"

the result to the planters has been the
most satisfnoctory. Texas will become
onn of onr most excellent tobacvo slates.
—Qor, Rural World.

SAYINGS AND DOINGS,

New Yorx letter-onrriers now deliver
mail on Bundayas.

Cextez of gravity—a Qoaker meet-
ing.

Bixty nations now fill their lamps
and kindle their fires with the non-
explosive kind. Germany used more
than 52,000,000 gallons last year,

Taz Oalifornia highwayman atill robs
stage-conches and breaks female hearts,
He wears a slonched hat, short eloak,
red shirt, heavy moustaahe, s lock of
lady’s hair next his heart, and has
tassels on his boola,

A Daxora miss of thirteen, and as
pretty as a girl of that immature age
can be, recently eloped with s wild In-
dian boy about nineteen years old.
When last seen the couple were flying
across the prairie on s pony with their
faces toward the setling sun.

Brrisn parson snd commereial faav-
eler in the ocurs (eonversation slow).
Usual question, ** What lie are youm
in?" ete. Parson answers with a faint
joke, that he is ** in the spiritual line,”
“ Ha, ha,” says the other, ** blessed if
I didn't think so. Bat, I say, what a
——prioe you have got gin up to.”

Tae English posoffice pays. The
receipts for 1873 smounted to §2,080,-
000, the expenditure at the same time
was $18,965,000, leaving a sorplas of
no less than $£7,775,000, There are
42,000 persons employed in the depart-
ment, of whom many are women, this
oumber ineluding 12,500 posimasters,
9 000 elerks, and about 20,000 sorters,
carriers and messengers,

A Yoxomama oorrespondent saw
Earopean lsdies, elegantly dressed in
full evening costume, on their way to
some dinner party in a baby cart drawn
by stout ocoolies whose ouly eclothing
was the tattooing on their backa and
breech-cloths, fonr inches wide, One
doesn't mind it after a while, but at
first it seems very odd. 8o it did to
see a naked ooolie operating a sewing
machine,

Tae kind of whitky they have in
*Frisco : ** After that the cloth was took
off, and the liguors war bro't in. And
wot liquors they wuz, too | The whisky
woe pone o' this yer kind that makes
s man feel like sayin": ‘I kin lick soy
son of a gun in the house,” sand makes
him smash things ginerally, No, sir. It
war the kind that jist makes a man Jift
his glass gintly, and says: *Joe, oll
pard, I'm lookin’ at yer,""

Taue Hoserrazary of the home is
never londly and noisily demonstrative,
It never overwhelms youn with its greet-
ing, thongh you have not a doubt of its
perfect sincerity, You are not disturb-
ed by the cresking of the domesiic
machinery, snddenly driven at unwont-
#d speed for your asccommodation,
Quistly it does its work, that it may
put you in peacable possession of its
rosults, He is not the trne host, she is
not the best hostess, who is ever going
to and fro with hurried aoction, and
flurried manner, snd heated connte-
nanoe, s=if to say, *‘ Ses how hospitable
I ean be ;" but rather the one who takes
your coming with quiet digoity sod
noiseless painstaking ; who never ob-
trudes attention, yet is very aitentive
all the while: who mskes you, in ona
word—the most expressive word in the
English tongne—to be at home, There
is no richer, deeper, larger hospitality
than that

Faruzns and dairymen have from
time immemorial imagined they knew &
oattle disesse ecalled *‘horn ail" or
«“hollow-horn.” Prof. Cressy now tells
them it is an old wives' fable, The pro-
fessor has ont open irpumerable korns
and found them all hollow. He tells
the cow-dootors there is no such disease
as “hollow-horn,” The enre practiced
ia to bore into the horn and inject some
remedy, This is generslly followed by
blesding at the nose, which is supposed
to be s symptom of the disease and &
sign that the remedy is becoming effect-
ive. The professor proves by oattle
skulls that the nasal passages are nor-
mally connected with the hollows in
the horne, and this sconunts for the
boring aud the internal application of
the remedy. Horned cattle geverally
will be glad to hear that the sargery of
the gimlet in not necesrary to their
health, as soarcely any of them ever got
throngh life withont being horribly
bored. -

Men We Don't Want to Meet.

The man who grants and gasps as he
gobblea np the soup, and at nvery_otlwr
mouthful seems threstened with a
choking fit.

‘Phe man whe, having by an accident
been thrown onee in your COmpany,
makes bold to brawl yvonr name out,
and to shake your band profuscly when
you pass him in the street,

The man who artfnlly provokes you
to play a game of billards with h_im,
and, thongh he feigns to be a movies,
producer. his own chalk,

The man who ean't sit at your table
on any #et occasion withont getting on
his legs to propose some stupid toast.
The man who, thinking yon are mu-
gical, bores you with Lis notions on the
musio of the future, of whieh you know
na little na the musio of the spheres.
The man who wears a white hat in
winter, and smokes a pipe when walk-
ing, and nocosts you as ‘“‘old fellow™
just as you are hoping to make a good
impression on tome well-dressed lady
friends,

The msn who, knowiog that yonr
doctor faces him at table, turns the
talk so as toJsot him talking dootor’s
shop,

Thoe man who, with a look of nrgent
business, whem yon mre in a horry,
takea yon by the button-hole to tell yon
a bad joke,

The man who, sitting jost beliind yon
at the oporn, destroys half your enjoy-
ment by humming all the nira.

The man who makes remnrks on yonr
personal ndornment, asks yon where
yon bny yonr waisteonts, and what yon
puid for your dress-bootr.

The man who lards hin talk with lit-
tle porsps of French and Germon after
his return from s coutinental tonr,

The man who spoils your plessnre in
seeing & now play by spplandiog in
wrong plaoces, and mntte ring in stage
whispers his comments on the plot.

And, to finish with, the man who

picture, eooly comen and stunds in B
of yon, and then recedi 0,
upon your toes,—

.

draws back slightly to |-|\|ll'l'ﬂl.ll...: p——



